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meat or butter! They can't afford fresh eggs! Their children are
underfed. Look at them. Comrades! Look at the children in Beck-
ery and Bove Town. Look at the children in Benignus Allev! and
Paradise! There you have the whole issue! On the one hand Crow
and Wollop exploiting the people's bodies; on the other these
pious mountebanks exploiting their souls! And all these fine
bourgeois gentry, Lawyer Beere, Doctor Fell, Parson Dekker and
so on; and old Wollop the worst of all; what are they doing?
They are burning toy candles to the 'oly Grail! Yes, they are
burning incense while women and children haven't enough to eat!
I tell you, Comrades, Geard is our man. I've talked to him al-
ready ... I have already ... I needn't go into that . . .
though the Comrade from Wells did use insulting language I
scorn to answer him. ... I have already a certain influence
over Geard through his favorite daughter. . . . IVe already
made Geard see the light upon many economic points ... I
have already made Geard open his mind to many bourgeois
tricks. Geard has had the working-class mentality opened up to
him. It is the Comrade from Wells, not I, who has departed from
the Party's principles in his abuse of me and Geard. The time
has come for real action. The election of the Mayor comes on in
a few weeks. We can't elect one of ourselves Mayor. The Com-
rade from Wells knows that perfectly well. But we could elect
Geard; and then work the Council through Geard. My plan is
not a wild-goose plan; it's a carefully thought-out scheme based
upon psychology. That is the reason, no doubt, why the Comrade
from Wells found it so hard to understand!"
Mr. Evans heard uproarious laughter <md applause as the
speaker ceased. It was evident that that finaii Mfc at the opposition
was very popular with the Comrades. He himself sneezed vio-
lently at this point and the sound must have ascended to the room
above, raising the disturbing question as to their conclave hav-
ing been overheard. After a profound silence he heard the sound
of steps descending the stairs and there were whispers outside
his door. In order to make clear to the whisperers that he knew
what they were up to, Mr. Evans began clattering with his fire-
irons among the cold ashes of his grate. No sooner had he done
this than the steps receded up the stairs again. All subsequent